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/ FAMOUS HORSE 




the 



McClellan Saddle 



The McClellan saddle was invented during 

the American Civil War. It was designed so 
that a heavily-armed cavalry irooper could 
keep a good "seat" very easily and 
still swing a sabre and use a large bore rifie. 

Since the Union cavalry used vast numbers of raw 
recruits, who had very little experience on 
horseback, the new saddle was invaluable in 

getting the most acfive service out 
of them. After the war, many soldiers used fhis 
saddle in their long trip "out West". 
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Frost sparkles on the canvas tops of the wagon tra"Tn,as the rising sun peeks 
through the morning mist. . . 




AND THE 



THE LONE V 
RANGER! OH-H 
PERHAPS YOU ) 
CAN HELP J 
US! jijjjjggjs 


WHAT'S THE MATTER,^ 
J EAN NE ? CAN' T YOU AND V 
LONNY BREAK THE ICE TO 
FILL YOUR BUCKETS? ~J 
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ANYTHING 
TO BREAK 
IT WITH 




< BREAKA BIG HOLE, SILVER BOY 

REMEMBER THE FtRSTTiME ijOT/^y/ 
i YOU STRUCK THIN IC£ ? ,—rtfjr -V ,* 
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^ WELL— -IT HAPPENED WHEN 
SILVER WAS AROUND SIX MONTHS 
OLD... A COLD SN*P JUST LIKE 
THIS HAD HIT WILD HORSE 

. VALLEY 



It WAS THE FIRST SHARP COLD THE SPRING COLTS 

HAD KNOWN IT FILLED THEM SO FULL OF LIFE 

AND ZIP THAT THEY DIDN"T KNOW WHAT TO DO 
WITH THEMSELVES. 




Silver's big disappointment 
came when he tried to drink 
at the frozen creek! he 

BRUISED HIS LIPl" 



"AS USUAL, WHEN ANYTHING WENT WRONG, 
HE CALLED FOR MOUSSA.HIS MOTHER." 




"The water splashed up from moussa's 
pounding hoof and scared him." 




BUT WHEN HE SAW HIS MOTHER 
DRINKING, HE FOUND COURAGE 
TO FOLLOW SUIT! NATURE, YOU 
SEE, HAS MADE WILD COLTS 
SCARY OF EVERYTHING THEY 

DON'T UNDERSTAND AND 

THAT SAVES THEIR LIVES 
SOMETIMES. 




THE FREEZING OF THEIR WATER HOLES DROVE A BANDO 
ELK DOWN TO WILD HORSE CREEK. LITTLE SILVER 

WHISTLED A WARNING BUT MOUSSA PAID NO 

ATTENTION TO THE BIG BRUTES." 




Scenting the elk,a 
pair of wolves howled 
from the rimrock." 




A BIS SILVERTIP BEAR 
MADE HIS KILL AHEAD 
OF THEM... 



"— AND LATER SHUFFLED 
DOWN TO THE CREEK FOR A ' 
DRINK— SCARING SILVER'S 
MOTHER AND EVERY HORSE 
WITHIN SIGHT OR SCENT 
OF-HIM. 



That night, sylvan, the 
wild horse king, kept 
his band close-herded, 
ready for fight or 
flight... the falling 
snow was a new 
terror to the 
youngsters. 




'A BRIGHT MORNING SUN PUT AN END TO "ALL DANGER FORGOTTEN, THE WILD HORSE 

THEIR NIGHTMARE FEARS. HERD SPREAD OUT TO GRAZE 




None saw the lean, black stallion moving 
cautiously behind the screen of 
young trees. 




Making sure that the herd leader was not in 

sight the black stepped out of cover 

close enough to startle the grazing mares. 
they were more curious than scared, 



»— UNTIL THE SHIFTING WIND 
BROUGHT THE STRANGERS SCENT! 
THEN A HORRID FEAR SEEMED TO 
LOOSEN THEIR JOINTS!" 




IT WAS THE SCENT OF A BRAIN- 
SICK KILLER! EVEN LITTLE 
SILVER KNEW IT INSTINCTIVELY 

— AND TREMBLED SO HARD 
HE COULD SCARCELY STAND. 



THE BLACK MOVED TOWARD HIS PETRIFIED 

AUDIENCE! HE KNEW THEIR FEAR AND 

TOOK A FIENDISH PLEASURE IN IT. 




A MAD STALLION HAS BUT 

ONE DESIRE TO KILL, 

TO DESTROY! HE HAS NO 
FEAR, AND HIS STRENGTH 
IS THE STRENGTH OF 
MADNESS! 




'Suddenly ths mares brokean&-sles,wtk 

THSJS COLTS BZSiDZ :' ■!■!*!, 




A CLUMP OF STIFF BUSHES LOOMED 
UP IN FRONT OF SILVER! HE DODGED 

TO ONE SIDE MOU5SA 

WENT TO THE OTHER. 



Rounding the clump, he found the black 

fury nearer than his mother in 

fact.right on his heels! 




With a shrill scream of panic 
he ran blindly. desperately, 
careless of direction . . . 
the bl ack was after him! - 



"THE FROZEN CREEK WAS IN FRONT OF HIM- 
. BUT THERE WAS NO TIME TO TURN ASIDE !'* 




The thin ice sent and cracked, but 

DID NOT PON' . i'S THE, 

COLT'S LIGHT WEIGHT STRUCK IT. 




'His less shot from under him: like a 7OTTHE*^HiiM E L R F^NTi5fe BUT C0UL ° 

TOBOGGAN.HE WHIZZED ACROSS THE NOT CHECK HIMSELF IN. TIME. 
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"WlTHA CRASH AND A SPLASH, THE THIN "BAWLING. SQUEALING, THRASHING.THE MAD 

ICE GAVE WAY." HORSE ROSE ON HIS HIND LEGS- 




'With the muddy .bottom gripping 
■ at: his feet, he hurled himself 

ASE-iOaer Ti-it' MAD ANGER IM HIM 

was like a living flame, longing 
to Kill the first thing he saw." 




"AND THE NEXT WAS— SYLVAN, THE 
WILD HORSE KING/ WARMED BY HIS 
MARES. HE CAME THUNDERING DOWN 
THE GREEK — TRUMPETING HIS 
CHALLENGE TO THE DESTROYED. " 




"The mad stallion 
. solid footing ..." 
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The black stranger had lost none 
of his fighting skill. despite his 
crazed brain— his teeth barely 
missed the king's throat.and drove 
hard against the white shoulder. 



"HE WHEELEO--AND SYLVAN'S RIBS 
BOOMED LIKE A DRUM, AS THE 
BLACK'S HEELS STRUCK." 





Head low, seeking sylvan^ sum fore- 
legs WITH JAWS THAT COULD CRUSH BONE 
AT ONE SNAP, THE STRANGER BORED IN, " 




BUT SYLVAN HAD NOT WON HIS KINGSHIP 
WITHOUT LEARNING BATTLE SKILL? A 
LIGHTNING STROKE Of HIS FOREHOOF 
STRUCK THE SLACK FULL ON THE FOREHEAD 



NO SECOND BLOW WAS NEEDED f SLOWLY, 
THE GAUNT FORM OF THE BLACK CRUMPLED. 
THE MAD LIGHT DIED OUT OF HIS EYES... 



"\- f 




Sylvan sniffed at his enemy. 

. \ it . - * 






" AND TURNED AWAY, TRUMPETING HIS VICTORY TO HIS FRIGHTENED HERD—STRENGTH 

. AND PRIDE IN EVERY ROYAL LINE OF HIM?" 




But .-silver was too anxious to reach 
his mother's comforting flank! 
besides,- the ice had lost some. of 
its terror for him! he jumped " 





She ran her soft nose over his 
quivering little body, making 
certai n that her youngster had 
no hurt... 8y and 8y, the silver 
colt stopped his trembling— 
but never as long as he lived, 
would he forget the horror 
of his flight from the black 
horse: 



THE WINTER MONTHS SAW MOST OF THE GOOD 
GRASS EATEN, WHERE THE WILD HORSES RANGED- 
BUT NOT UNTIL SPRING SPREAD ITS NEW CARPET 
OF FLOWERS FROM CLIFF TO CREEK DID THEY 
RETURN TO THE SCENE OF LITTLE SILVER'S 
FRIGHT AND SYLVAN'S VICTORY! " 




BUT— .-TELL ME' * 
DID SILVER EVER 
HAVE TO FIGHT 
TO PROTECT THE 
OTHER HORSES 
WHEN HE GREW UP? 




HE CERTAINLY DID.LONNY 
BUT THAT IS A STORY 
BY ITSELF! 
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At a trot, thek at a gallop, he 
headed for the far end of the 
valt-eyf outside lav danger... and 
adventure to match his fiery spirit. 



"But not far outside the entrance the 
sound of pursuing hoof8eats halted him. 
a familiar whinny drifted down-wind." 




IT WAS SCAMPER... FAITHFUL LITTLE 
SCAMPER, WHO WAS NEVER HAPPY 
AWAY FROM HIS FRIEND AND HERO, 
SILVER? 



Silver loved the little rascal.' in fact, 
scamper was the only companion he 
would have allowed to follow him, as 
he climbed the wild foothills. 




Snow already mantled the high 
peaks, and the cold wind that blew 
down from them was like atonic to 
silver's hot young bloodf it was the 
breath of adventure. 



TWO DAYS LATER, SNOW CAME TO THE 
FOOTHILLS. THE TWO COLTS FRISKED ABOUT 
IN IT LIKE YEARLINGS... HEEDLESS' OF THE 
WOLVES THAT DREW EVER NEARER, AND 
NEARER... 




They malted in mild surprise, as a 
blacktail buck and three does drifted 
past in feather-light sounds. the howl- 
ing of the gray pack was very near 

NOW." 




AS THEY BURST INTO VIEW OF THE COLTS, 
THE WOLVES BUNCHED UP. HERE WAS A 
DIFFERENT GAME...QUARRY JUST WAITING 
TO BE PULLEO DOWNf 




'At the gray leader's growl.the 
hunters slunk into a circle,.. a 
ring of death? no game thus 
caught had ever escaped their 

PACK. 



When the ring was complete, two gray 
shadows darted in... the one to snap at 
silver's throat, the other to cut the 
cord above scamper's hock. 




But the silver colt moved with 
a lightning, deadly speed that the' 
wolves did not expect? even as his 
forehoof sent the leader spinning, 
his strong jaws drove down like a 
javelin to seize the second killer 
by the spine. 



With a quick jerk, he tossed the 
lobo away with a broken back... 





"That was enough for the gray hunters; 
leaving two of their number on the 
trampled snow, they slunk away, to pick 
up the trail of the deer..who would run, 
but could not fight. 




IN THEIR HUNT FOR GRASS NOT COVERED WITH 
SNOW, THE COLTS DRIFTED THROUGH THE HILLS 

TO THE LOWER VALLEYS. 



AT NIGHT THEY PICKED OUT A PATCH 
OF DRY BRUSH. AND SLEPT HEAD-TO- 
TAIL, SHARP EARS ON GUARD FOR THE 
APPROACH OF STEALTHY ENEMIES. 




Once or twice they caught the scent 
of an indian campfire, and circled it, 
oown-wlnof silver never could forget 
the time when red horse hunters had 
invaded his home valley. 



Before leaving the foothill 
country, they hao one more 
brush with a savage enemy as 
they approached a little 
stream to drink — 




"... A BULL ELK'S CHALLENGE RANG OUT LIKE 
A BUGLE. IT WAS THE SEASON WHEN WAPITI'S 
TEMPER IS LIKE GUNPOWDER, AND HIS SPEAR- 
POINT HORNS ARE POLISHED FOR BATTLE." 




Scamper plunged away in fright, 
snorting for silver to follow. but 
the tall colt stood his ground. 



Gritting his teeth elk fashion, the 
bull leaped forwardt silver tensed... 
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...AND AT THE LAST INSTANT WHIRLED 
ASIDE, TO LET THOSE POLISHED BAYONET 
POINTS PASS THROUGH EMPTY AIRf 




The bull grunted in 
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'---ONLY TO TAKE BOTH HEELS OF THE SILVER 
COLT FULL IN HIS FLANK? THE SLEDGE-HAMMER 
BLOWS KNOCKED HIM OFF HI5 FEET..." 
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Silver blew his nose loudly 
as he watched his antlered 
antagonist turn tail in panicky 
flight? to him it was all a 
huge joke. " 




AS HE LOWERED HI5 HEAD AND DRANK, 
LITTLE SCAMPER CAME SOFTLY BACK, 
HEART AGLOW WITH FRESH ADMIRATION 
FOR HIS FEARLESS FRIEND. 



DAY BY DAY, THE TWO MOVED 'DOWN FROM THE 
HILLS UNTIL THEY FOUND THEMSELVES AT THE 
EDGE OF THE DESERT. HERE THE GRASS WAS 
SCANTY, AND THE SPICE OF SAGEBRUSH TINGLED 
IN THEIR NOSTRILS. 




BUT THERE WERE NARROW, TREE-GROWN 
CANYONS THAT SHELTERED AN OCCASIONAL 
WATER HOLE™ 



There they often found t.he tracks of 
other wild h0r5es...at one water hole, 
indian horse hunters had jumped a 
stallion and his band." 







A FEW MILES: FARTHER ON.THET 
A FEW STARTLED MARES.., STRAYS 
: MAIN BAND THAT THE INDIANS HAD 


CAME UPON : 
FROM THE ■ 
BEEN CHASING." 
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Silver lost no time m wakens 

FRIENDS WITH THE LEADERLES5 
"YOUNG LADIES"—A STRANGE NEW 
PQSSESSIVENES8 FILLED HIM_» 




....WITH JEALOUSY, f HE SQUEALEO AND 
SNAPPED AT SCAMPER, WARNING HIM TO 
LEAVE THESE NEW-FOUND FRIENDS ALONEf 
HE, SILVER, WOULD BE THEIR ONLY 
PROTECTOR!" 



Scamper felt hurt? he didn't 
understand that his hero, silver, 
was starting to grow up and'act 
smartfthe way half-grown boys 
do in the presence of girl friends. 




Meanwhile, beyond the next mesa, apache 
horse hunters had trapped a wild stallion 
and his band in a narrow box canyon. the 
walls were steep, bare rock. 



They closed the entrance 
with a stout fence, too high 
for a horse to jump. 




Then their best ropers closed in., .to catch 
the black and white herd leaderf after that, 
taking the mares would 8eeasy... they 

THOUGHT." 




BUT THE STALLION KEPT HIS HEAD? 
HIS MARES WERE CAUGHT... HOPELESSLY. 
UNLESS THEY CHOSE TO FOLLOW HIM 
UP THE CANYONSIDE," 




Here death waited for a single 
sup? the mares saw it and failed 
to follow. 



With a last desperate scramble, he reached 

THE TOPf 
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...And raced away across the 
mesa, to seek the few of his band 
that had not entered the canyon 

TRAP. 



A BREEZE SWEEPING UP THE MESA'S SIDE 
BROUGHT HIM THE FAR-OFF SCENT OF THOSE 
HE SOUGHT " 

W 




Five minutes later, silver heard 
the black and white's trumpeted 
challenge to battle.. and 
answered it..." 




Like two swordsmen, they circled each other 
before closing,. .the slack and white ready to 
kill or be killed for his mares... silver scorn- 
ing to run from an enemy, no matter how big and 

FIERCE^ 




AT THAT MOMENT CAME A GRIM INTERRUPTION.' 
AN OLD COUGAR HAD SPOTTED SCAMPER, CLOSE 
BENEATH THE CLIFF. 



The colt's scream of pain and 

PANIC RANG SHRlLLf " 
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AT THE SOUND, SILVER WHEELED... ALL 
THOUGHT OF DUELING GONE... AWARE 
ONLY THAT HIS LITTLE FRIEND WAS IN 
MORTAL DANGER. - 



STRAIGHT AT THE SNARLING CAT HE 
CHARGED." 
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His slashing forehoofs battered the 

KILLER FROM SCAMPER'S BACK..." 




The cougar's doom was sealed.' 
caught by both the stallion s hoofs, 
he squalled his death song. 



Shoulder to shoulder, the two colts, 
silver and black, headed back to the 
water hole,. 




"And there silver nursed his llttle 
friend's wounds. 




Once more scamper was happy, 
in the close companionship of his 
tall partner? together they could 
face the best and the worst that 
the wide world had to show. 





WHY — I THOUGHT YOU 
SAID THAT )T WASN'T 
VEFCf tf/ffS/WS A 
HUNDRED FEET ACROSS, 
AND DEEP! 



"AT THE FARTHER EDGE OF THE 
POND, A BEAVER'S TAIL HITS THE: ■ 
WATER UKE-ft BUNSHOT."- 




Silver was old enough to take short 
trips away from his mother's protection.. 
and he did so, more and more often* his 
little brother, born that spring, took 
moussa's attention'. 




'..OR REPAIRING THE DAMAGE THAT 
SPRING FLOODS HAD DONE TO THEIR 
DAM. 




HE NEVER TIRED OF SEEING THOSE BUSY LITTLE 
LUMBERMEN FELL YOUNG TREES FOR FOOD AND 
BUILDING MATERIALS...THE BEAVERS NEVER MINDED 
HOW CLOSE HE STOOD. 
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AT THE CRASH OFA FALLING TREE, THE "RETURNING, HE WOULD SNORT AND STAMP, 

SILVER COLT LEAPED AWAY IN PRETENDED CHALLENGING THE BEAVER TO FURTHER PLAY* 

FRIGHT. 
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Them a broad tail would 
ground, ano the colt wou 
was all a friendly game." 







'..HE HEARD AH AGONIZED SQUEAKING AND 
CHATTERING FROM BENEATH THE PRONE TRUNK." 



THE MALE BEAVER'S MATE LAY PINNED 
UNDER THE TREE...CAUGHT WHEN IT FELL! 
SILVER WANTED JO HELP, BUT HE COULONT 
THINK HOW." 




'THE TREE WAS CLEARLY TO BLAME.' EXPERI- SUDDENLY THE TREE ROLLED OVER, WITH A 

MENTALLY, SILVER TOOK A BRANCH IN HIS SWISH. 

TEETH AND PULLEOf THE TREE MOVED A LITTLE, 
AND HE PULLED HARDER. 




"The male beaver licked his mate's face. 
slowly, she moved asidef she was not 
much hurt, after all. 




"Late that summer, a lean old wolf 
came down into wild horse valley, tn 
hopes of killing a stray colt. 



"He found all the small colts hugging close 
to their mothers' protecting sides... and 
licked his lean chops tn disappointment. 




"Desperately hungry, he made for the 
creek? there he might surprise an 

unwary frog— or even a muskrat? or 
perhaps a beaver! 



"INSTEAD.HE SAW SOMETHING THAT MADE 
HIS EYES BLAZE WITH FIERCE DESIRE... A 
FAT YEARLING WITH A SILVER COAT, ALONE 
AND HELPLESS! 




■ J HE 'LEAH.-OLD LO'BG SANK ONTO HIS 
F JWTH AND 
BtfSAN TO CRAWL FORWARD. '■..-.' 




"But bright, beady eyes close to shore 
saw what silver did not. 




To the wise old beavers, the 

TREMBLING OF THE TALL WEEDS BEHIND 
SILVER MEANT DANSEftf 



Like two pistol shots their tails cracked 
the pond... the beaver's well-known warning' 
silver jumped..." 




A SECOND LATER, THE LOBO WAS SLIDING FOR- 
WARD, TEETH BARED FOR THE ATTACK? SILVER'S 
CALL FOR HELP RANG OUT LOUD AND SHRILL." 




"And his mother, mqussa, replied, as she - 
gathered herself to race to his am," 



JWHEE-HEE-HAW-HAW 




1 NO LONGER MOUSSA THE GENTLE.SHE 
DROVE INTO THE ASPENS LIKE A WHITE 
THUNDERBOLTf NO PACK OF WOLVES COULD 
HAVE STOPPED HER! 



'Knowing well the fury of a fighting '...until he saw moussa charging down 

mare, the old wolf made one half-hearted on him!" 
slash at young silver? his game was 
up, but he was too angry to quit... 




AS HE TURNED TQ FLEE, SILVERS 
SMALL, HARD HOOFS DROVE AT HIS 
RUMP.* 



"Then he was running for his ufe.one 
short jump ahead of raging moussa. 
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The two beavers, swimming deep, looked up at 
the long-legged intruder with bright, disdain* 
ful eyesf their long, woodcutting teeth could 
have cut him into bits-.butthey only asked 
to be let alone. 




Wet and disgustedjhe old 
lobq climbed out on the other 
side. it would be some time 
before he got his appetite 
back... for colts or beavers!" 



"MOUS5A MADE SURE THAT HER YEARLING SON WAS 
UNINJURED, BEFORE' SHE TURNED BACK TO HER NEW 
BABY... AND THE OLD BEAVERS SWAM BACK TO TAKE 
UP THEIR WOODCUTTING. 




With his two flat-tailed ano keen- 
eyed friends on guard, silver now 
felt safer than ever! all his life 
he would remember how their warning 
saved him from a deadly enemy." 

m 






THE FIRE IS OUT— THANKS 
TO THE HELP OF YOU 

PLUCKY YOUNGSTERS!^-)— —^^ / 8UT NOT SILVER! 
SAY! OUR \[l THOUGHT ALL 
HORSES HAVE \ HORSES WERE 
RUN OFFI ---'(AFRAID OF FIRE! 




SILVER HAS FACED THAT RED- 
TONGUED ENEMY BEFORE: HE 
UNDERSTANDS. THE DANGER, BUT 
IT DOESN'T PANIC HIM! YOU SEE, 
WHEN SILVER WAS AT 




" SOME COMANCHE HORSE HUNTERS SET FIRE 

TO THE GRASS AT ONE END OFWtLD HORSE, 
VALLEY, YOUNG SILVER'S HOME. 



A STRONG WIND CARRIED THE 
RED DESTRUCTION SWIFTLY FROM 
THE VALLEYS NARROW ENTRANCE. 
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"5YLVAN.THE WiLD HORSE KING, ROUNDED UP HIS 
j3ANDl silver and the other TWO-YEAR-OLDS 
SAW THEM STREAMING PAST 




AT THE OTHER END OF THE VALLEY, MORE 
COMANCHES LEAPED SUDDENLY FROM HIDING, 
WHOOPING AND WAVING BLANKETS TO TURN 

THE WILD HORSE BAND 



Straight into the mouth of a narrow, 
rocky canyon they drove — where 
the walls were too steep to climb 




BEFORE THEY KNEW IT. THE LEADING But BEFORE THE BULK OF THE HERO HAD 

MARES AND COLTS WERE HEADING INTO ENTERED THE HIDDEN GATE, SYLVAN SPOTTED 

THE WINGS OF A WILD HORSE TRAP. IT! HIS HARD HOOFS BRAKED HIS SPEED." 
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He whirled, siting ano squealing, 
to turn his mares back in time." 




THE STARTLED INDIANS JUMPED FOR THEIR 
LIVES— LET THE WILD HORSE SAND POUR 
PAST THEM- 



Through a wall of choking smoke,_the 
great wild leader took his followers! 
but the red flames had passed. . . 




"-— LEAVING NOTHING BUT BLACK, 

SCORCHED EARTH! SYLVAN DID NOT 
HESITATE — -DID NOT LET HIS BAND 
PAUSE OR REST! ONLY OUTSIDE 
THEIR RUINED VALLEY WOULD 
LIFE BE POSSIBLE. 



Back in the canyon trap,moussa,the white 
mare, and a few others hurled themselves 
in vain against stout log walls. 




Silver and scamper also were missing 
from the wild king's band. it was silver's 
notion— to cool his hot, smarting feet 
in the creek. 



Here the creek broadened out.and 
a tiny islet, untouched by the fire, 
invited the swimming colts... 




Here they spent the rest of that 
tragic day, peering out through 
their green and watery shelter. 

near sundown they saw 

T7rj 



" — MOUSSA AND THE OTHER-MARES COME OUT 
OF THE CANYON, FOOT-ROPED AND RIDDEN BY 
THEIR RED-SKINNED ENEMIES. 




That night, silver and scamper took 
the trail ofthe captives. in the 
white colt burned an anger against 
the creatures who had stolen his 
mother and his friends. 



Several miles from the valley, he 
found them, camped close to the 
captured mares'. silver was too 
wise to call out. 





"MOUSSA HAD TRIED TO GHEW THROUGH THE 
ROPE, BUT HER TEETH WERE DULLED WITH 
AGE SHE THEREFORE FAILED WHERE SILVER, 
WITH YOUNG, SHARP TEETH SUCCEEDED... 



While strength came b--;ck into 
m0us5a's cramped leg, she watched 

HIM TACKLE THE TOP ROf i OF THE 
CORRAL. 



"AT MOUSSA'S LUNGE.it SNAPPED! behind her, 
THE SMALL COLTS BUNCHED UP, WHINNYING." 




With a startled yell, the horse 
I guard heard the rush and jumped 
to halt IT..." 



" BUT OUT OF THE NIGHT, A SHADOWY 

TERROR LOOMED! BRAVE SCAMPER STRUCK 
A BLOW FOR HIS FRIENDS! 




Above the storm of hoofbeats, 
fading into night, came young silver's 
taunting bugle call! the comanches 
danced in helpless fury." 



FTHE NEXT — SILVER 
■CIRCLE, SEEKING TO 
fOF SYLVANS HERO. 




On THE THIRD DAY, HE SIGHTED THE LITTLE BUNCH 
OF BACHELORS GRAZING BY THEMSELVES. THEY 
CAUGHT SILVER'S SCENT AND CALLED." 



Sylvan sthe mighty spotted the 
newcomers— and left his mares 
to investigate! no rival leader 
could trespass on his territory 




With jealous squealing and snorting, he rounded- 
up the missing members of his band— m0ussa the 

gentle, and the little colts paying no 

attention at all to the pair of bachelors who 
had brought them back." 




BUT THAT DID NOT BOTHER 
SILVER AT ALL, FOR HE WAS 
STILL A HAPPY-GO-LUCKY YOUNG 
BACHELOR! TO RUN AND PLAY 
AND FEED WITH SCAMPER, AND 
TO KNOW THAT ALL WAS WELL 

WITH HIS FRIENDS THAT 

WAS PURE HAPPINESS FOR 
THE YOUTHFUL PRINCE OF 
WILD HORSE VALLEY." 




